THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
beauty of the later melody, the answer to the ques-
tions which he could not answer in this world?
Was he constantly maddened by the feeling that
his moods bore no sort of relation to the outward cir-
cumstances of his life? Were there nights when for
no reason whatever he would cry to heaven to save
him from the cruelty of human existence, to draw
down the curtain quickly, before the petty farce was
ended? Were there other nights when he pleaded for
a little longer, when he would have the actors play
their parts again, would bribe the showman to keep
the lights burning, would pray to the Great Dramatist
(a Person sadly ignorant of dramatic construction) to
write in a few more lines because the play was so
wonderful? And did he always wonder why he had
no control over the drama itself, why he must always
seem a spectator, with no say in cast or plot?
I glanced at a letter which lay, newly opened, on
my desk. It was from an anonymous correspondent
in New Zealand whose sole justification for existence
seemed to be that he was a voracious reader of my
own works. And the emotions which he had gained
from them may be gathered from his opening sen-
tence : - 'It is not for long that we men, who still have
some sense of decency, and still believe in pure
womanhood (sic), will tolerate things like you.' I won-
dered if the other *me' received letters like that, and
if he, too, were born with a total incapacity for dis-
tinguishing between vice and virtue. I wondered if
he had the same sympathy as I for liars, klepto-
maniacs and devotees of the stirring art of arson.
And the same hatred for school-masters, Spartan